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  Chapter One

Silver


Stupid motherfucker. Selfish jackass. Prickless prick. If she ever saw that son of a bitch again, she’d rip his balls off with her bare hands and shove them down Candy’s throat. Lord knows that home-wrecking slut had other parts of Silver’s fiancé down her throat at some point. 
Fuckers. Both of them. And they could rot in hell for all she cared. 
Handing the cab driver a hundred dollar bill and not even bothering to get change, Silver stepped out of the taxi, slammed the door and made her way toward the wide double doors of the hotel bar. She’d asked the cabby to take her to a bar, far, far away from the church. To a place where she wouldn’t run into anyone she knew and could just wallow, drink and forget. He’d nodded solemnly, taking in her state of dress and tear-stained face, and then driven roughly forty minutes out of West Vancouver and toward downtown. 
The June weather was warm. Perfect wedding weather. Fuck weddings. Fuck grooms. Fuck commitment. Fuck life. 
The hinges squealed as she heaved on the brass handle and pulled open the door. The bar was dark, but clean and inviting. There were no weird stains on the carpet, the smell of Lemon Pledge hung gently in the air, and the bartender appeared to have all his teeth and not be a lecherous weirdo. Things were looking up … slightly.
It was a newer hotel, so everything still seemed shiny and fresh. Yet, even then, there was an Old World vibe to the place. A grand piano sat on a stage near the back along with a microphone stand, there were dark booths lining each of the walls, and all the lighting was muted and intimate. The perfect place to get lost in one’s problems and not be noticed by a soul as the alcohol slowly numbed the pain. Dusk was setting in, so the outside patio seemed to be hopping, but inside was still rather quiet, and only a scattering of people rimmed the horseshoe bar. 
Silver pulled up a stool at the bar. It wasn’t lost on her that she was drawing a few glances. She was hard to miss. But she hadn’t had time to run home and change. At least not to their home. She fought back tears. 
I will not cry.
Their home. God. She couldn’t live there anymore. Not with the knowledge that Trent had probably fucked Candy all over their goddamn apartment. Besides her clothes, Silver was going to have to burn the rest of her stuff, or at the very least disinfect the bejesus out of it.
She shuddered at the thought. 
“What can I get you?”
Silver’s head snapped up from where she’d been staring at the engagement ring on her finger to find the bartender, an attractive man in his mid- to later fifties, giving her the curious lone eyebrow quirk. “I’m guessing something hard and mind-numbing?”
Silver nodded. “Sounds perfect.”
The bartender nodded back and walked away for a moment. He returned seconds later with a clean lowball glass and a bottle of what looked to be decent whiskey. He poured an ounce.
“More.” Silver nodded, tapping the bar.
He added another ounce, then glanced up at her. 
She nodded. 
He poured. 
When it was around four ounces she finally tapped the bar again. He sniffed through his nose and gave her a lopsided smile filled with sympathy before taking off to the other side of the bar.
Silver brought the glass to her lips and took a sip. 
It burned. 
She winced. 
She took another sip. 
It still burned. 
But she liked the pain. It matched the pain in her heart. It matched the pain she wanted to inflict on Trent and Candy.
“People only drink like that for two reasons,” said a deep and sexy voice with what sounded like an Australian accent. “They’re either wallowing or celebrating. And I’m guessing right now,” his eyes traveled the length her, climbing her body with such lazy indulgence you’d think she was naked, “you’re the former.” 
Yes, definitely an Aussie. Her skin broke out into gooseflesh despite the warmth of the bar. She could have sworn she felt his hand travel up her arm. But he was several seats over, and both his hands were cradling his beer bottle. 
“What gave it away?” she asked with a snort.
His smile stole the breath from her lungs, and she swayed where she sat. Glancing briefly at her glass, Silver contemplated another sip. Was she already drunk? Or was he just that handsome? 
“You here alone?” she asked. Glancing at her glass again, she shrugged, tipped it back and drained it. This time both the bushy brows of the bartender lifted on his forehead. She nodded. He was over in a jiff, topping her up.
Aussie man chuckled. Fuck, even his laugh was sexy. Throaty and deep, and just rough enough to suggest he may at one point have enjoyed the odd cigarette or indulged in a weekly cigar. He was tucked just far enough away, near the dimly lit corner of the bar, so she couldn’t quite tell how old he was or what color his eyes were. She knew his hair was dark, but if his eyes were blue, she was a goner.
“I’m here alone,” he finally answered. “Why do you ask?”
Silver’s eyes drifted to the vacant seat beside her. “I hate to drink alone,” she said.
Taking her invitation, he moved over three seats and joined her. One of the pot lights overhead was shining down on him now, giving her the perfect opportunity to see every inch of his big, hard body. 
He was younger than she would have thought, given the deep voice, maybe twenty-eight or thirty? But his face didn’t hold an ounce of baby to it, it was all man. Chiseled and refined, with a dark, close-shaved scruff hugging his angular jaw. 
His laugh stirred her from her scrutiny. “Ya done checking me out?”
Silver swallowed and removed her eyes from the V of his legs. Fuck, had she really been staring at the crotch of his dark-wash jeans? She was biting her lip, and her face was warm. 
Yup, she had been. 
Shit. 
With embarrassment clinging to every cell of her body, she slowly lifted her head.
Double shit. 
Those were some blue eyes. 
“Hmm?” he hummed. 
Swallowing again, she nodded. “Uh-huh.”
“Good.”
She rolled her bottom lip between her teeth again. Could she? Should she? She’d never done a reckless or spontaneous thing in her life, and look where that got her. Sitting in a random hotel bar on her wedding night, contemplating asking a hot, sexy foreigner to fuck her brains out on what was supposed to be the happiest day of her life. Yep, if this wasn’t rock bottom, Silver didn’t know what was.
“You, ah, you staying at the hotel?” she asked, nerves running rampant through her at the idea of what she was doing. She’d never propositioned someone before; hell, she’d never even hit on a guy before. But just like a bolt of lightning, that whiskey hit her in the brain hard and then whooshed right down until her toes tingled. She could do this. She was going to do this. Tipping back her glass one more time, and with new whiskey-fueled confidence, she signaled for the bartender. 
He was back in a flash. “Careful, Miss. I hope you intend to cab home.”
“Cabbed here,” she said, flashing him a big, drunk smile.
He nodded solemnly as he poured her two more ounces. 
“So.” She turned to face Mr. Sexy-Accent Man. “You staying upstairs? Got a room?”
His smile was slow and sexy, and the way it made every muscle inside her clench had Silver crossing her legs and squeezing before she knew what she was doing. “I don’t fuck drunk chicks.”
Her bottom lip dropped open. “I ... uh ... ”
Reaching back down the bar closer to where he’d been sitting, he snatched a big leather menu off the top of a pile. “Pick something to eat. I’m buying. You need to put some food in your belly, otherwise you won’t be able to walk, let alone talk or fuck in an hour.”
“I ... uh … ”
He flipped open the menu and started perusing. “I could go for a burger. You?”
She hadn’t even been thinking about food. After this afternoon, nothing but booze and lots of it had been on her mind. But then the more she thought about it, the more she realized she was starving. She’d been too nervous to eat this morning. Her aunt had said it was cold feet, the jitters, but now Silver thought perhaps it was intuition. That she knew, deep down, how the day was going to play out. 
A burger sounded perfect. A greasy, gooey, cheesy burger with lots of fries. And onion rings. She didn’t have to fit into a dress anymore, so she’d eat whatever she wanted. 
She nodded. “Sounds perfect.”






  
  Chapter Two

Warren


Of all the gin joints that Warren could have chosen to frequent that night … He hadn’t stepped foot into the hotel bar in his entire two-week stay. Well, at least not at night and during peak operating hours. He’d checked in with the staff a few days ago, spoken with the manager and chef, but he hadn’t actually  sat down and enjoyed a beer there yet. But something had drawn him there tonight. Maybe it was the fact that he’d spent the last ten days being lugged around Vancouver by his mother and was plumb exhausted, or perhaps it was the fact that the bar was actually advertising the showing of a rugby match on the televisions. But either way, he hadn’t expected to watch a whirling dervish in tulle and taffeta bust through the door and pickle herself in good whiskey. Lucky day?
“God, this is good,” she said through chews, tucking a bite of her burger into her cheek and then wiping her mouth with a napkin.
“Good call on the onion rings. I always forget about them.”
“Fries are good, but onion rings are better.”
“Agreed.”
“You ever tried poutine?”
He wrinkled his nose as he took a swig of his beer. “What the hell is that?”
Her eyes went wide before snatching the menu off the bar and opening it. “Yes.” She waved over the bartender. “Can we have the poutine, please?”
He nodded. “Coming up. Probably a good idea to fill your belly with grease and gravy. Will make the hangover in the morning less severe.”
“That’s the plan,” she said with a laugh as she pushed an onion ring into her pouty mouth.
“So,” Warren started, “you going to tell me your name?”
She finished chewing. “You going to give me an answer about my earlier proposition?”
He eyed her up. She was feisty and forthright. And he hadn’t gotten laid in a while. Not that he had much time or had been looking while on vacation in Vancouver. Kind of hard to come visit your mother and then ditch her for a local delight just so you could get your rocks off on another continent.
“What, are you afraid of the big bad bride in the poufy white dress? Afraid she might take advantage of you?” she asked.
Damn, she was cute.
He snickered before popping a French fry into his mouth, chewing methodically. “Uh, no. Not quite. It’s more like I don’t do drunk chicks. I told you that. Hence why I’m pumping you full of food and have told the bartender to give you nothing but water for the next hour.”
She seemed slightly taken aback at first, but then shrugged. “Why?”
“I dunno, respect for women, consent and all that jazz. I’d like to know you’re a willing and active participant when I fuck your brains out. Not just there because the whiskey rendered you speechless and unable to advocate for yourself.”
“Hmm,” she hummed. “How very noble of you.”
He made a noise in his throat but didn’t say anything right away. After taking a sip of his beer, Warren glanced down briefly at her chest and the neckline of her dress. She had to be hot and uncomfortable in that getup. He leaned his elbows on the bar. “So, are we going to talk about the fact that you’re in a wedding dress? You care to tell me what happened? Why you’re here, in a hotel bar talking to me, and not off on your honeymoon with your husband?”
She snatched the tall glass of water in front of her and took a long, healthy sip. A small trickle dribbled down past her plump, pink lips and hung like a bead of dew on her chin. Warren ached to lean over and wipe it off. 
“Well.” She lifted the back of her wrist to her mouth and wiped. “I was left at the altar … ”
“I gathered that.”
“He left me for his sister.”
“Excuse me?”
She shrugged. “Well, step-sister, but it may as well have been his sister. They’ve known each since they were ten. Their parents met in the PTA and got married. I think it’s disgusting.”
“Well,” he interrupted, “it’s not like they’re blood-related.”
She scoffed. “Might as well be. It’s gross. Once your parents are married, that makes you family and siblings. Blood or not, it’s gross.”
Warren took a deep breath, offering her a smile of sympathy. She was being a little harsh, but he understood why. She was hurt and angry and rightfully so. 
She looked like she wanted to continue her story, so with an encouraging head bob, he urged her to go on. 
She nodded and continued. “And what’s even grosser,” she went on, “is apparently, they secretly lost their virginity together when they were sixteen and then their parents found out and shipped her off to boarding school. Then she went to college back east for six or something years and has only been back here in Vancouver for a few years. They’ve been sleeping together for nearly a year. She has a boyfriend. We’re all friends. Were friends.”
“You didn’t know about them having a thing back when they were kids?”
She shook her head. “I didn’t know any of it. In my mind they were brother and sister. Stepsiblings. Not stepsiblings who fucked.” She shuddered and then made a gagging face. “For Christ’s sake, I made her one of my bloody bridesmaids. And then what happens? When the minister asks if anyone objects, they both, both of them say, ‘me’ at the same fucking time and then profess their love for one another in front of everyone. They said that they’ve been in love since they were ten.”
She glanced around the bar, probably in search of another drink. Finally, she spotted Warren’s beer and, without hesitating or asking, grabbed it and drained it. 
He couldn’t blame her. Not after the day she’d just had.
“Wow! That’s quite the story.”
She snorted. “Quite.”
“Hmm. So, what would you like to do?”
Licking ketchup off her thumb, she turned to face him. Curiosity colored her face. “What do you mean?”
“Well, it seems your fiancé got what he wanted. What do you want? It’s your wedding night, and you’re certainly not going to be spending it the way you thought you were going to be. So, what would you like to do? How would you like to spending your non-wedding wedding night?”
“I … ” she paused for a moment, her bright gray eyes twinkling in the soft pot lights overhead. She was a looker, all right. Tall, curvy but fit, with dark blonde hair that at the moment was pinned up on the back of her head, showing off a long neck. And that nose, the way it wrinkled when she thought extra hard, it was almost as cute as the small mole just below her right eye. 
His lips curled into a smile. 
Not so forthright when your alcohol level has dropped, now are we, little bride? 
Shit, he still didn’t even know her name. He needed to get that pronto if they were going to take this night any further. “I thought you knew what you want—”
“I want to take,” she blurted out. “I gave so much of myself to him, to the relationship, to the wedding. And he just took it all away from me in the blink of an eye. Humiliated me and destroyed my world, my future, without so much as a second thought. He took everything from me. So now I want to be the one to take. I want to be worshipped and pleasured with the despicable satisfaction that the man isn’t going to get off. I want to punish. I know I can’t punish Trent or Candy, but I want to punish men. I want to be eaten out to within an inch of my life. Feasted on like the man has been in prison for ten years and hasn’t had the taste of woman in a decade. I want a night all about me.” She exhaled as if she’d just sprinted across the room, blinked those beautiful eyes twice and then took another sip of her water. 
Her cheeks burned a bright and sexy pink, and the color slowly traveled up into her hairline and down her neck. She was embarrassed. It was endearing.
“Well then,” Warren finally said. “If I’m going to help you out, I need to at least know your name.”
Once again her bottom lip dropped open and nearly hit the bar. 
“Name?” he probed.
Her chest was heaving now. She just blinked at him. “Silver.”
“Pardon me?” Was she having a stroke and just saying colors now?
“Silver. My name is Silver.”
“As in the color?”
Holy fuck, that smile. That smile could stop traffic. That smile could win wars. It was the first smile she’d given him all night, and it was incredible. “Yes,” she said softly, “like the color.”
“Do you have a sister named Goldie?”
Shaking her head with a small head bow, she chuckled. “No.” She sighed. “I’m an only child. I was born on Christmas Eve at 11:59. Silver Noel, that’s my name. My mother’s name was Holly, so that ruled out that festive name as an option. I prefer Silver to Snowflake. Apparently that had been an option, too.”
Warren snorted. “That’s really cool. I think it suits you.”
“I’ve learned to accept it. I was the only Silver in my class. Five Ashleys, three Britneys and two Sarahs.”
“But only one Silver.”
She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, this time her smile sweet, almost shy. “But only one Silver.”
He thrust his hand forward. “Well, pleasure to meet you, Silver Noel, name’s Warren.”
She reached for his hand. Her skin was soft and her hand delicate, but surprisingly, her grip was firm. She met his strength and didn’t back down. He liked that. She wasn’t some feeble weakling. Despite how beaten down she must feel, there was still fire inside her. She was a fighter.
“What brings you to Vancouver, Warren?”
The way she said his name made his cock jerk in his jeans. “Visiting me mum. She moved here about six months ago. Wanted a new start. Change of scenery.”
“And? Does she love it?”
He nodded. His mother hadn’t been in a good place back in Sydney. She’d been sad and lonely; her two best friends had passed away in a car crash roughly a year ago, and she’d had a tough time coping with the loss. So she retired from her job as an ER nurse and decided to move halfway across the world. But to see his mother now, with a new zest for life, with new friends, new hobbies, made Warren’s heart swell with joy. He loved his mother. She was all he had, and the two were very close. It was tough to watch her move so far away, but he knew it was the best thing for her. 
“She loves it. What’s not to love? Vancouver, Canada, itself is a beautiful place. But the West Coast,” he whistled, “ain’t nothing quite as beautiful as those mountains.”
Silver knotted her fingers together in her lap. “No, there isn’t.”
“Want the last onion ring?”
Her head jerked up from where she’d been studying her fingers. “Huh?”
“The last onion ring. It’s yours.”
She shook her head. “No, I’m not hungry anymore. That burger was enough for me. Go for it.”
He dipped the greasy decadence into ketchup and popped it into his mouth. Just then the bartender plopped a big dish of poutine in front of them.
“Oh, yeah,” Silver muttered. “I forgot we ordered that.”
Warren wiped his mouth with his napkin and shrugged. “So, we’ll take it to go.”
She swallowed. “Go where?”
Warren reached into his wallet and dug out a hundred-dollar bill. Shaking his head with a smile, he tossed the bill down onto the bar. He snagged the attention of the bartender. “That should cover mine, hers and the food. Thanks, mate.” Then he grabbed Silver’s elbow and the bowl of poutine and helped her off her chair. She grabbed her purse off the bar.
“Go where?” Silver asked again, tripping slightly on the carpet as Warren led her around the bar and to the left, through an open door and into the lobby of the Windward Pacific Vancouver Hotel. A big, shiny brass elevator door reflected their images back at them. She appeared flustered, sexy as hell and just a touch disheveled. He planned to dishevel the shit out of her. 
“You said you wanted to take tonight. To be worshipped. To punish. No?”
Warren watched her throat bob, and suddenly the need to lean over and lick her neck made his chest grow tight and his pants even tighter. 
“Yes,” she replied slowly. 
“So, that’s what we’re going to do.”






  
  Chapter Three

Silver


The elevator door chimed before silently sliding open. Warren’s big, warm hand on the small of Silver’s back urged her forward so she had no choice but to acquiesce and step inside. Once in, she spun around out of his grasp and backed up. He hadn’t seemed like that big of a guy until she was forced to share a tight space with him. Now he seemed enormous. A big force of nature, masculine and virile and looking at her like a piece of meat he couldn’t wait to sink his teeth into. The entire elevator was mirrored inside, and she couldn’t get over how rosy her cheeks were. She wasn’t a pale person and didn’t go crimson easily, so the amount of red in her cheeks was alarming. Was she that drunk? Turned on? Embarrassed? All of the above? 
“I—I thought you said you didn’t fuck drunk chicks,” she said, having searched for something to say in her whiskey-clouded brain but apparently coming up with nothing witty and instead letting her nerves take over and spit out nonsense.
He shrugged. “I don’t.”
“So then … ”
“Are you still drunk?”
Doing the alphabet backward in her head quickly, she was able to get to R before she screwed up. Yup. Still a bit drunk. “Maybe a little,” she replied. 
Crap, is he going to hit the button for the lobby and escort me to the curb, hail me a cab and send me home? I should have said I was sober as a nun on Sunday. 
He moved in closer to her, his breath warm and smelling faintly of beer, but that was immediately masked by the irresistible scent encircling her—his scent. Manly and fresh, like linen hung on a line in the sun mixed with cut grass and spearmint. An odd combination, but somehow it worked for him and made her all the more drunk. Leaning in, with one hand on the wall and the other cradling the poutine, he bent his head low. 
“Good thing I don’t plan on fucking you then, isn’t it? Otherwise, you’d be in a cab home by now.”
She swallowed the thick lump in her throat. Oh mama.
Suddenly, out of nowhere, Warren lurched across the elevator, slammed the big red emergency button, and the car came to a stop. 
“Wh-what are y-you doing?” Silver asked. Crap. Was he going to take advantage of her? Force himself upon her? No one knew where she was. And if the bartender heard even a fraction of their conversation, he would never believe she hadn’t been asking for it. Hell, she had been asking for it. She practically begged for it. 
Her palms were sweaty as she held on tight to her pearly white satin clutch. At least she still had her phone. She could call for help or something if things went sideways.
He prowled toward her with craving in his dark blue eyes. Damn, those were blue eyes. Like two deep pools of azure with white starbursts right around the pupil. She’d never seen anything like them before, never met anyone like Warren before. A tingle, something akin to fear but not quite as harsh, coursed through her body. Apprehension maybe? Either way, it knotted her belly and made her blood run hot. His gaze fell to her lips, and she parted them just so, running her tongue along the bottom one before she could stop herself. He didn’t seem like the type to take advantage of a woman; he’d said as much. Her eyes drooped shut, and she puckered her lips, waiting for the kiss that seemed inevitable. She could feel his breath on her neck and practically hear his heartbeat, they were so close. 
Yes, kiss me. Make me forget today. Make me forget everything but how good you taste and feel.
But there was no kiss. Not even a peck. His breath left her skin, and her eyes flashed open. Before she could say a word, he was on his knees in front of her, ruffling up her skirts. He’d placed the poutine off to the side and was encouraging her to spread her heels and grant him access. 
Without even thinking, she obliged. Slowly, erotically so, his hands ran up the length of her legs, tickling her skin beneath her white nylons. Her aunt had convinced her to wear nylons beneath her dress. Said it was classy. Silver hadn’t had the heart to tell her brides didn’t wear nylons anymore, and certainly not in June, but she put them on and dealt with the heat to please the woman. 
Warren worked his way up her thighs, and she melted against the wall, shutting her eyes again and falling deeper into his trap of seduction. Because, boy oh boy, did the man know how to seduce. He’d bought her dinner and drinks and was caressing her legs, and at this point, she’d probably hand over all her credit card information and the keys to her car if he asked. She was under his spell. 
Dipping his head low, he buried himself beneath her tulle skirt until nothing but his calves, butt and feet were visible. Warm air brushed her pussy through her nylons and panties, and, before she could stop it, a moan broke free of her lips. His hands moved higher, and he palmed her thighs apart, demanding she give him all access to her body. She complied without question. Hell, if she could do the splits on his face she would. 
She heard him inhale, his nose probing her center. Fuck, why was that so hot? Then a warm wetness began dancing across her inner thighs, swirling and twirling, up and down, grazing her folds but only with a whisper of a touch. She groaned in frustration at not being able to feel more of him. She was sure it was his tongue, and yet those stupid underwear and pantyhose were in the way. 
Warren growled beneath her dress. “Hope you weren’t too attached to these,” he said gruffly. She felt a tear, heard a rip, and his mouth was on her. 
Holy fuck! Now that was the hottest thing ever.
Warm, plump lips sucked hard on her clit until her knees threatened to buckle and her eyes rolled into the back of her head. She let out a mewl as her hands fell to his head and she tilted her hips into his face. 
Yes.
She hardly had a moment to think, let alone enjoy it, when he pulled his mouth from her and a finger found her, drawing her wetness out and across her clit. His tongue swirled around the top of her mound, and his teeth nibbled her lips. No man had ever eaten her out this way, made her pleasure his entire responsibility and job. He might be her slave for the night, but she was a slave to the pleasure he was wielding. She’d do anything to keep this feeling alive. 
She was a slippery mess. Had she gotten this wet just sitting there talking to him in the bar? Was the man just one giant aphrodisiac? Warren pushed two fingers inside her channel and gently pressed up; she bucked into his hand. His thumb landed on her clit, rubbing hard enough to make her moan. 
But she wanted the tongue, the lips. She wanted it all. She wanted the man to have ten arms and two mouths and be as bendable as Gumby so he could fuck her pussy and eat her out at the same damn time. 
As if reading her mind, his lips encircled her clit again, and his tongue worked delicious little circles around and around until there wasn’t much else for her to do but come and come hard. His lips wrapped around her clit; he tugged, sucked, and she shattered around him into a million beautiful pieces. 
Sound, light, smell, taste, they no longer existed for the moment. All that was left was feel. And Silver felt amazing. Every neuron inside her heartbroken body flared alive all at once as the pleasure soared through her. She clenched around his fingers, pushed her pelvis into his face and ground out the rest of her orgasm against his mouth, not caring if he could breathe or not. This was her night, her pleasure, and she was going to take. Even if it meant taking Warren’s oxygen … for a moment or two.
When the orgasm finally faded to black and her faculties returned to her, Silver let out a long, loud sigh, opened her eyes and slumped against the wall. Reluctantly, she allowed her hands to slip away from the top of Warren’s head, and she pushed herself up to standing using the brass handrail. Warren removed his lips from her, pulled out his
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